Reinventing the Self: Robert Leonard 

I am Robert Leonard, King of Fedoras. I am not the king of just some hat, not the king of 
just some clothing accessory, but the king of a way of life. To be king and master of such a 
legendary artifact is such a euphoric thing, and I am privileged to have the honor of sharing my 
life story; the story of the Fedora King. 

I wasn't always the Fedora King. Before I came upon this great treasure of a position, I 
had to be bom into this world. On February 20*, 1991, 1 was bom into this world an eight pound 
baby. Following my birth was a life of confusion and obscurity. I was simply a boy, growing up 
in the typical middle-class white suburban community. I went to school, went to church, and that 
was my life. It was drab and dull, and today I still shiver at the thought that I was a dirty 
fundamentalist. My morals and ideology were bound and polluted with phony religion and 
societal constraints. I refuse to further expand on my lifestyle then. 

I achieved enlightenment of my identity in High School. On enchanted day in my 
sophomore year, I stumbled upon a Fedora in the boy's locker room. The moment I placed the 
item on the crown of my head, it virtually never came off. I wore the hat to school the next day, 
and the following day, and for as long as I can remember. While the fedora grew on me, facial 
hair followed suit. I became more aware and active scientific and religious concerns on the 
intemet and developed my own view on these subjects. I realized that there is no deity. Science 
explains everything, and I am thankful to have a vast intellect of this field so that I may correct 
the ignorant fundamentalists on the quagmire of intemet. 

As the Fedora King I spend my time graciously correcting people's statements on fomms 
and comment areas. I enjoy taking up religious debates so that I can share my enlightened views 
with the disgusting right winged fundamentalists. Sometimes the job gets difficult when users 



refuse to admit their error, but with science as my sword I defeat their ignorance easily. When 
I'm not gallantly fixing the web, I enjoy a nice walk outside of my dwelling area. When the 
occasion is available I hold doors for the ladies and tip my fedora at kind ladies and sirs like me. 
Some days I play Magic with my friend, or have philosophical debates with other people. Most 
days I sit down and snack on Doritos and pears while sipping Mountain Dew. These are just a 
few of the pleasures of being the Fedora King. 

Today I am 24, and I share the house with my parents. I primarily reside in my lair in the 
basement cellar. I don't normally interact with them; sometimes they pester me with concerns 
about my lifestyle. They constantly annoy me about my diet of Doritos and Mountain Dew, but I 
reassure my parents that my diet is balanced with pears, and that my weight of 350 pounds is 
perfectly suitable for a Fedora King. Sometimes the plead that I get a new home or find a "proper 
occupation", but they do not understand that I am okay with them being in the house, and that 
my career as a Fedora King is fulfilling. I have decided that my parents are too stuck in their 
phony religion and societal constraints, and that I should give up trying to enlighten them about 
the wonders of science; they are hopeless. 

I would like to share a quote from William Shakespeare that I hold on to, 

"Some are bom great, some achieve greatness, and some have greatness thrust upon 

them." 

Like some, I had greatness thrust upon me when I first found that fedora. I crowned 
myself and began a new lifestyle full of intellectual freedom. 



